"What d'you want, then?" asked Bunin
suspiciously.

"I protest! In half .an hour we shall be done
for. Shan't we, Galatenko?"

"Why, yes, that's true. Half an hour's
a long time."

Lapot raised his clenched fist.

"We can't go on half an hour. We've got
to finish everything, this whole heap, in a
quarter of an hour. None of your half hours!"

"That's right!" shouted Galatenko. "He's
right there!"

Sherre started the engine to the accom-
paniment of a fresh outburst of laughter,
Everything was finished by another twenty
minutes. And suddenly all were overcome by
the desire to drop on to the straw, arid sleep,
But Burun gave the order: "Fall in!"

The buglers and drummers, who had long
been awaiting their hour, rushed up to the
front row. The fourth mixed escorted the ban-
ner to its place in the White House. I remained
at the threshing floor, and from the White
House the sounds of the salute to the colours
floated back to me. In the dark a figure
bearing in its hand a long staff stumbled
against me.

"Who is it?" I exclaimed.

"It's me, Anton Semyonovich. I've come
to you about the thresher. From the Volovy
farmstead,you know, and my name isVolovik."
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